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Low As You Go 


Award ceremonies were a dime a dozen. A day didn't go by when a wade of invitations arrived. Music, movies, 
motorsports, and everything else under the sun. At the insistence of his boyfriend, he'd accepted an invitation 
to present an award for a cat charity. Those large, doe eyes and quivering lower lip got the other man 
everything he wanted. 


But tonight was the biggest night in the music calender. The Grammys. He'd lost count of how many times 
they'd been nominated. By the end of the night he'd have forgotten how many they'd won. By morning, the 
awards would be being used for doorstops and paperweights. 


Huffing, Dave took one final look at himself in the mirror, straightened his tie, and smiled. 


Show time. 


Yep, it hadn't been hard. They'd scooped five awards and the familiar gramophone gongs had been taken from 


his hands and replaced with glasses of champagne and beer. Now that the formalities were over, it was time 


to party like a rock star. The only downside was that the booze was going straight to his dick and his 
boyfriend had decided to stay home. Good job they had an agreement in place which allowed him to let off 


steam. 


Dave scanned the crowds. It was the usual assortment of musicians and showbiz bods. Every step he took saw 


another camera or microphone thrust in his face. 


How are you, Dave? How did it go, Dave? How do you feel about winning more awards, Dave? Are you proud of 


your achievements, Dave? 


Each time he smiled his trademark smile and answered, his replies becoming more outlandish with each drink. It 
was when he was weaving a particularly crazy tale about getting drunk with the rabbits which lived on the 


moon that he spotted that night's potential target. 


With a glass of wine clutched in one hand, Dave Mustaine looked lost and alone. People gave him the obligatory 
hello and a few reporters stopped for brief interviews. Other than that, there was no one, his band and anyone 


else who hung around looking to have upped and left. 


Taking a swig of Heineken, Dave fought back the guilt. He'd been the one to swipe another Grammy from under 
Mustaine's nose. Mustaine had been up for Best Hard Rock/Metal Performance only to see himself lose yet 
again Poor guy was on what? His tenth nomination without a win? Must be pretty disheartening to keep 
turning up knowing that you were going to get snubbed. Dave just hoped the redhead wasn't taking it too much 
to heart. Although, looking at how demoralized he looked, Dave suspected it was another story. 


He didn't need Dutch courage. He was Dave fuckin’ Grohl. But still he took several more deep drinks of the beer 
before dumping the empty bottle on a table. Walking up to Mustaine, he put a hand on the other man's 
shoulder and smiled. 


"Hey. How's it goin'?" 


Hazel eyes glared at him from under a fringe of red hair. Instinct told him to take a step back but he was 
feeling good, the booze buzzing through him. He was going to stand his ground, even if Mustaine slugged him. 


"How's life treatin’ you?" 


Still those eyes bored in to him, the pain stark in Mustaine's posture. He really did feel sorry for the redhead. 


How long had he been turning up at award shows only for them to not be recognised? 
"Look, really sorry you guys didn't get it. You deserve it. | think they're snubbing you for a reason" 
A flicker of a smile caught Mustaine's lips and Dave felt himself relax. He glanced at Mustaine's nearly empty 


glass. "Look Why don't we get out of here. Go and catch up somewhere. Don't think we've ever really gotten to 


know each other." 


"Yeah." Mustaine's voice sounded hoarse, almost as though he'd been crying. "I'd like that.” 


It wasn't that he didn't like his house. It was just that sometimes he needed a break. And the Grammys had 
been the perfect chance for him to kiss his boyfriend goodbye for a night. The hotel room was lavish, 
decorated in shades of white and muted blue. A bottle of champagne was on ice, a beautifully written 
congratulations note from the hotel dangling from the neck. Another note said that his suitcase had been 
unpacked and his clothes were hanging in the closet. 


Truth be told, he was surprised at how easily Dave had followed him. The redhead had become his shadow as 
they'd scooted from room to room, avoiding well wishers and reporters. It had become a game, small bursts of 
laughter falling from Mustaine's mouth as they'd darted through the venue. Finally they'd fallen in to a waiting 


car, the driver not even glancing at them as they'd pulled away. 


"I know you don't really drink any more." He plucked the bottle from the ice bucket. "But there's no way | can 
finish this myself and it would be rude to leave it.” 


That was an outright lie. He could easily finish off the bottle. Probably not much else after everything he'd 
imbibed at the show, but he could definitely finish the champagne. 


Mustaine looked at him, hands shoved in the pockets of his uncomfortable looking suit, hair falling into his face. 
At that moment, Dave found him quite endearing, almost like a lost child. He wondered what was going on in 


Mustaine's mind. Wondered how he was feeling. What he was thinking. 
The redhead shrugged. "Sure. Why not. Only had one there so another won't hurt" 


Wrapping a towel around the bottle, he opened it and poured two glasses. Holding one out, he asked, "So are you 
okay with tonight?" 


"Yeah, yeah. You get used to it, you know?" Mustaine smiled a little and took a drink. "Really wasn't expecting to 
win. But congratulations to you guys. Five awards. Fuck" The redhead laughed and shook his head. 


Dave snorted. "And we'll be using ‘em for doorstops come tomorrow." 


Mustaine's eyes widened and Dave chuckled. "What else am | supposed to do with them? Only so much room 
for these things. Besides, | find these awards to be mostly superficial. t's just someone's opinion of us. Doesn't 
matter. What matters is in here." He tapped his chest. "If it comes from the heart, thats all that matters. 
Doesn't matter if you recorded it at fuckin’ Abbey Road or in your fuckin’ garage. And yours comes from the 


heart. | can tell." 


The redhead raised an eyebrow. "You listen to my stuff?" 


Refilling his glass, Dave shrugged. "Yeah, when | get the chance. Soooo much stuff to listen to!" he said with a 
laugh. "But yeah, | loved your new one. Got some grit to it. Really going back to your roots, you know. Can't 


wait to hear what you do next!" 


He smiled when a look of joy swept over Dave's face. The redhead was beginning to relax and that made him 


happy. 

"Look, I'm tired of being in this fuckin’ suit. Do you mind if | change in to something a little more comfortable?" 
Mustaine shook his head. "No, go ahead Mind if | grab more of this?" He held up his empty glass. 

"Go ahead. | won't be long.” 


There was another reason for escaping from his home for a night or two. While his sweet and caring 
boyfriend didn't mind the closet full of womens clothes, it wasn't often that Dave got to spend time actually 
enjoying them. They just hung there, relics of bygone ages and videos. They wanted to be played with. Wanted 
to be worn And a hotel room was perfect for it. Dave just hoped he didn't freak out the other man. If he'd 
had jeans and a tshirt, he'd have slipped in to them. Well, he did have them but they were dirty with several 
days worth of grime. And he wanted to get the redhead in to bed. It definitely looked like the poor guy needed 


something to smile about. 


Leaving the closet door ajar, he flicked on the light and surveyed the two rails of clothes. He may only have 
been away for a night but, shit, you could never have too much choice. Especially if you were entertaining. 
Pushing the hangers along the rails, he eventually plucked a short, red cocktail dress from its hanger. Grinning, 
he looked it over. It had been a gift from his boyfriend, a joking Valentine's present from the year before. It 
had a corsetted bodice with diamante dancing from the bust to the floaty hem. 


Discarding the suit, he slipped the dress over his head, breathing in as he tightened the lacing. The dress only 
just covered his ass, a feeling which made Dave grin. Slutty and classy. It was a hard look to achieve. Digging 
through one of the shelves, he found a black thong. Kicking off the shorts, he slipped it on under the dress, 
enjoying how it held everything. It may not have given much support, but he didn't care. Just feeling the soft 
material was enough. 


A mirror hung at the opposite end to the door. Grabbing a small carry case, Dave sat himself on the end of 
the narrow bench and looked at himself. Rummaging through the case, he pulled out make up, perfume, elastics 


and a hairbrush. And got to work. 


The look on Mustaine's face was priceless. The look on anyone's face was priceless. lt was a mixture of shock, 


awe, and "Holy fuck, you went in there a man". 


The redhead's jaw was somewhere near the floor and, cocking his head, Dave smiled at him. "It's okay. I'm still 


me. 


Turning, he caught sight of himself in the mirror. His dark hair was done into a French braid and a glittery 


choker was wrapped around his neck 
"Your wife?" Mustaine asked. 
He looked back to the redhead. "Boyfriend, but close enough. And he doesn't mind. He quite enjoys it." 


"Oh." The redhead looked at the floor, hands wandering back into the pockets of his black pants. "Why's he not 


here?" Dave's voice had become quieter, almost childlike. 
"Because we need space from time to time. We both understand that." 
"Oh." 


He could tell Mustaine wanted to say something, the way one foot moved against the plush carpet giving him 


away. 


"You can talk, Dave," he said softly. "I'm not going to judge you, and l'm not going to tell anyone." He chuckled. 
"Besides, look at me. Like they'd believe me." 


Mustaine flicked his eyes up, peering through his hair. A smile pulled at his lips. "Can | take a closer look at 


you?" 
Bingo! Dave grinned. Mustaine's nerves were obviously melting away. He just had to remember that the 


redhead was notoriously homophobic and transphobic. One wrong move and Dave knew he might find himself 


eat through a tube. 
"Course you can" 
Walking closer, he turned around, letting Mustaine take a really good look. A black belt cinched the waist of the 


dress, the petticoats underneath it making it flare out. Dave could feel the redhead's eyes on him, riding up 
and down him. He knew that the redhead's brain was probably in overdrive, trying to process it all. 


"What do you think?" he finally asked. 
"I-I like it. Looks good on you." 


Smiling, Dave looked at him. There was a twinkle in Mustaine's eyes, something between curiosity and innocence. 


He stretched out a hand and touched the hem of the dress before quickly pulling his fingers away. 


"C-Can | try?" the redhead meekly asked. 

Dave let out a breath he didn’t realise he was holding. "Of course you can! Come on 

Taking Mustaine's hand, he lead him back to the closet, grinning as Dave gasped at the rows of clothes. 

"But you're only here for one night!" 

"I know." He turned back to the redhead. "But you need choice, right? So, what do you fancy?" 

With slumped shoulders, Mustaine looked around himself. "I-I don't know. Never done this before." 

"Want me to help?" 

Waves of lush red hair fell over Mustaine's face as he nodded, head lowered He could feel the nervousness 
rippling from Dave's body, his hunched shoulders and white knuckles the visual evidence. Giving Mustaine a 
quick once over, Dave returned to the rails of clothes. Moments later and a black corset, short, red plaid skirt, 
and a pair of black, thigh high boots were lying on the bench. A pair of crisp, white panties were added to the 
pile. 

"Ready?" 

Mustaine looked between him and the clothes, eyes wide and terrified His chest heaved as he took laboured 
breaths. Feeling the redhead's pain, Dave stepped up to him and ran a hand down the other man's jaw. Mustaine 
flinched, muscles tightening before he gave in to the touch, eyes falling shut. 

"You don't have to do this." 

"| want To." 

Keeping his voice soft, Dave asked, "Why'd you want to do this?" 

For a moment Mustaine was silent, trembling beneath his touch. Stepping closer, he wound his free arm around 
the redhead's waist and gave him the gentlest of kisses. Again, the redhead flinched and whined, body wound 
like a spring. But, much to Dave's surprise, he made no effort to move away. Never tried to escape or hit him. 


Odd behaviour for someone who professed to being homophobic. 


His mouth whispered to the corner of the redhead's, pressing soft kisses to the gentle curve of his lips. "You 


can talk. Don't be scared" 


Mustaine slumped against him, head resting against Dave's Hazel eyes, sheened with tears, looked at him. "I 


lied," Mustaine murmured. 


"Who hasn't?" 

Eyes, pleading with Dave to understand, kept staring at him. 

"You can say it, Dave." 

The redhead mewled, yet stayed pressed against him, arms limp at his sides. 

"l'm," he softly began. "I'm gay." 

Dave grinned. "Great," he quietly replied. "So am | and | think you're fuckin’ hot." 

He got a nervous smile in return, a single tear trickling down the redhead's cheek. Quickly he kissed it away as 
a rush of feelings crashed over him. He was standing on the edge of something special. Someone had confessed 
their deepest secret to him. No one else in the world knew, except for Mustaine and himself. It was his now his 
job to give them the confidence to continue finding themselves. 

Slowly and carefully, he helped Dave remove his clothes. First he eased the redhead into the skirt, the 
waistband settling around his hips and the frilly, lacy hem only just covering his buttocks. Next were the white 
panties, the thought of them being hidden beneath the skirt only adding to his excitement. Would Mustaine put 


out tonight? Dave hoped so. 


Sitting the redhead on the bench, he rested Dave's feet in his lap and slowly eased his feet in to the long, black 
boots. They fitted perfectly, following the line of the other man's legs until they reached his thighs. 


"Stand up," he softly said. 


Holding the redheads hands in his own, Dave supported him as he wobbled and caught his balance. Smiling, he 
laced the corset around Mustaine's chest, carefully pulling the laces tights before tying them off. 


Standing in front of the other man, Dave took in the sight before him. Long, black boots travelled up muscular 
legs, the short skirt barely skimming the top of Mustaine's thighs. Then there was the corset, made in black 
velvet, it pulled the redhead's waist in ever so slightly. Curls of thick orange hair fell around Mustaine's face, 


eyes curiously watching him. 

"Want me to do your hair and make up?" 

Mustaine's Adam's apple bobbed, eyes becoming wide. After a moment, he nodded and, positioning himself 
between the guitarist and the mirror, Dave helped him to sit again. Quietly he worked, enjoying the feeling of 
the spirals of thick hair falling over his fingers. Natural red hair always seems a little coarser and heavier 


than other colours. But it felt nice, longer than his boyfriend's and giving him more to play with. 


Pulling the make up case closer, he knelt in front of the redhead and smiled. "s gonna be okay. | promise. Its 


not going to turn you into a freak or anything. You trust me, right?" 
Mustaine silently looked at him before nodding and Dave felt himself grin. "Good." 


He darkened Dave's eyes with a brush of black eyeshadow before carefully adding eyeliner and mascara. Digging 
out a red lipgloss, he slicked it across the other man's lips. Mustaine didn't move a muscle, instead sitting 
impassively as Dave worked. It shocked Dave that the redhead was taking it so easily. The man had voiced his 
opinions on people who lived alternative lifestyles many a time. And he'd come under fire for it more often 
than he opened his mouth. Had it been a defense tactic for Mustaine? Had he used it to hide how he really 
felt? Did he think that, by lashing out, he would be able to hide his own sexuality and feelings? 


Retouching his own lipstick, Dave sat back on his heels and looked up at the redhead. He grinned. "You look 


gorgeous. Do you want to see now? Or do you want another drink to soften the blow?" 
Mustaine gave him a little nod. "Let's do it" 


Getting to his feet, Dave held out a hand to the nervous looking man. Leading him to the mirror, Dave stood to 
one side, taking in the look on Mustaine's face. First it was shock Then a wave of sadness flashed through his 


eyes. Finally, a curious acceptance settled over the redhead's face. 
Leaning against the mirror, Dave grinned. "Like | said, you look gorgeous." 
His hair had been done in to pigtails, corkscrews of red hair tumbling to his shoulders. He looked oddly innocent, 


the skirt and hair making him look a little like a school girl. It made Dave's stomach flip, his groin beginning to 
tighten. 


"How'd you learn to do all this?" Mustaine asked. 
Dave shrugged. "Picked it up along the way. Kinda fascinates me, you know. But can't really explain it." 
The other man nodded, still fascinated by his reflection. 


Swallowing around the lump in his throat, he held his hand out to the redhead. "Ready to come out of the 


closet?" 
Mustaine chuckled softly. "Not entirely. But ready to come out of this one, yeah." 


Holding the redhead's hand, they walked back out into the room. Grabbing the half finished bottle of champagne, 
he poured them both another glass. The glass was snatched from his hand, the bubbly liquid finished in one 
gulp. Mustaine placed the glass back on the table, his eyes suddenly ablaze with something Dave couldn't 
identify. The chill of terror snaked down his spine and he took a step back. Was this the moment Mustaine 
flipped and beat his ass? Would videos of his beaten and bruised body appear on TV? Was it some kind of 


crazy practical joke? 


When the redhead moved towards him, Dave took another instinctive step back His back was suddenly against 


the wall. There was no escape. His heart hammered as the feminised Mustaine came at him. 


Yet when hands clasped his face and lips roughly kissed his, Dave felt the fear melt away. It hadn't been anger 
in Dave's eyes. Hadn't been hate. It was the first inklings of a lust which had been repressed for decades. 
Crushed against the wall, he took the brunt of Mustaine's newly found passion. One hand slipped from his face 
and beneath the dress, stroking along his thigh before wandering to the soft black fabric which covered his 
dick and balls. Gasping against the other's mouth, Dave slumped against the wall, legs parting. Fingers wandered 
over his hardening cock and followed the narrow trail of the thong. A quiet "Fuck" was murmured into his 


mouth. 
Pulling back, he looked at the other man, taking in the gleeful expression 
"You wearin’ a thong?" Mustaine asked. 


Managing to pull himself away from the wall, Dave turned and teasingly flipped up the back of the dress, 
showing off where the fabric disappeared between his buttocks. A finger wandered along it, pressing between 
his cheeks. Groaning, Dave laid his head against the wall. 


"Fuck, that's hot," was purred from behind him. "Gonna take that off for me later?" 
"Later," he croaked. "Wanna get a better look at you first” 


Turning, he leaned against the wall and took in Mustaine. The guy looked good for his age with little evidence of 
the drink and drugs he used to consume. Sure, he had lines around his eyes, but who hadn't? They were all 
pushing the wrong end of middle age. Still didn't stop Dave thinking that the redhead was hot as fuck. Tall, and 
slender with well defined arms, he was someone Dave wanted to mess with. Wanted to see if Mustaine could 
hold him down for longer than thirty seconds. It was the only downside to most people; they didn't have the 
stamina to keep up with someone who was permanently bouncing from all four walls and the ceiling. They were 


a keeper if they could keep up with him. 
"Can | touch you?" 


Mustaine nodded and, taking tentative steps toward the redhead, Dave let his hands rest at the other man's 
waist. Gazing in to the hazel eyes before him, Dave searched them for any kind of fear, any kind of fight or 
flight. But it was gone, replaced instead with an acceptance of who he was. 


Slowly he let his hands run over the rough fabric of the skirt, fingers playing with the black, lacy frills. Holding 
Mustaine's gaze, his hands wandered beneath it, his touch finding the warm skin at the top of the redhead's 
ass. Finally, Dave gave in and kissed him, his hands lifting the skirt and closing over the globe's of Mustaine's 
ass. The older man hissed against his mouth, arching in to Dave's hands before his own fingers began to trace 


the dark haired man's body. Dave felt his heart flip as the redhead began to respond. 


The kiss became more frantic, lipstick and gloss smearing as they tasted one another. The tacky films they 
were on their mouths was forgotten, the desperation to discover the other too powerful to ignore. 


Fingers wandered beneath his dress, lifting it, and stroking along the thong. He groaned and pressed himself 
against Mustaine's large, calloused hands. Strong, thick fingers wandered beneath the narrow strip of fabric and 
along the crease of his buttocks. Dave could barely hold himself up, the delicious expectation of pleasure taking 
over. 

Nipping at the redhead's lips, Dave pulled away and grabbed the bottle of champagne. Swigging the amber liquid, 
he pressed his lips against Mustaine's and let the older man drink from his mouth. Another swig and Dave 
slammed the bottle back onto the counter. The musky scent of sex, mixed with their colognes, hung heavy in 
the air. It turned him on, spiking down to his already tight groin The fabric of the tiny panties teased his cock 
and Dave pushed a hand under the dress, fingers closing around his bulge. 

Through dazed eyes, he watched Mustaine look at him, pink tongue flicking over his plump, pouting lips. 


"Can | see?" the older man asked. 


Bracing himself on the red stilettos, Dave leaned against the wall, wantonly spread his legs and lifted the dress. 
A warm breeze tickled his thighs. 


"Fuck" Mustaine pushed a hand under his own skirt, no doubt fondling himself. "That's fuckin’ hot" 
"Know what's gonna be even hotter?" Dave growled. 

"What?" 

"Me with my cock in your fine ass. Wanna see how high your voice really goes," he smirked. 


That infamous smirk twisted the redhead's lips, sending a shiver down Dave's spine. "And who says l'm gonna 


let you stick your cock in me? Maybe | wanna stick mine in you." 


Grinning, he walked up to Mustaine and grabbed one of the pigtails which stuck out from the top of his head. 
The redhead flinched, but the smirk stayed in place. 


"And maybe l'm not gonna let you. Get on the bed." 
Letting go, he gave the older man a push toward the neatly made bed. The white sheets weren't going to stay 
crisp and pristine for long. When Mustaine responded, Dave felt a shiver of excitement flash through him. 


Dangerous Dave Mustaine was doing what he was asked to do. 


The redhead knelt on the bed, head lowered, eyes peering up through his bangs, and a sultry look on his face. 


Dave felt his panties tighten even more. But he remembered that, no matter how eager Mustaine was acting, 


that it was still his first time. 
"Get on your hands and knees," he ordered softly. 


Again, Mustaine did as he was asked and Dave slumped into a chair to take in the sight before him. Strong, 
tanned legs just peeked from beneath the skirt, the black frills settled on Mustaine's thighs. Wide, lust darkened 


eyes still looked up at him, Mustaine giving him a small, lopsided smile. 


Sliding back into the chair, Dave sat with his legs spread, ankles at odd angles thanks to the tall, spiked heels of 
the shoes. His own, mascaraed eyes became wide and, without a second thought, he slid his thumb into his 


mouth. 
The figure on the bed continued to stare at him, the smile changing to a smirk. "Fuck, that's hot." 


He didn't respond, refusing to take the digit from his mouth. It remained there even as Mustaine slid from the 
bed and between his spread legs. He managed a snort as fingers pushed his dress up his thighs, hazel eyes 


watching him. 


For a moment, Dave dropped the thumb from his mouth. It would have been long enough to say something if 
fingers hadn't slowly slid the thong to one side and pulled his cock out. He groaned as warm, full lips closed 
around the head. Sliding his thumb back into his mouth, Dave sucked on it while Mustaine tended to his cock 
The tip of the redhead's tongue twirled around him, lapping away his pre-come before giving his cock tiny, little 
kisses. Closing his eyes, Dave groaned, his lips tightening around his calloused thumb. He knew he could come 
just from what Msutaine was doing, the tiny litle licks and kisses driving him closer and closer to the edge. 


Panting, he dropped his hand from his mouth and touched Mustaine's head. "No more. Get back on the bed." 
Mustaine knelt on the bed and gave him the sultry look, the one which made Dave's arousal even more painful. 
Standing, he tucked himself back into the panties. "Get on your hands and knees, facing away from me." 
Without protesting, the redhead did as he was asked, head down and ass in the air. Dave nearly had heart 
failure, Mustaine's white panties peeking from beneath the criminally short skirt. Struggling to one of the 
drawers, he pulled out a small array lubes and toys. If it truly was the redhead's first time, then he needed to 
take it slow, now matter how turned on they both were. 

And why was Mustaine being so compliant? This was a man who was known for his aggressive nature and high 
speed mouth. There had to be a reason he hadn't just pinned Dave to the bed and taken him. Placing the toys 
and tubes by the other man's feet, Dave sat beside his head. Reaching out, he brushed stray strands of red 


hair from Mustaine's face, hair which had come loose from the adorable pig tails. 


"Hey." 


The redhead gave him a smile. "Hey." 

"Can | ask you something?" 

"Syre" 

Gazing in to Mustaine's hazel eyes, the singer rook a deep breath. "Why are you being so easy about this?" 


The redhead looked at him for a moment, a touch of innocence in his eyes, before he replied, "cause what you 


see on TV isn't all there is about me." 

"And you want to be fucked good and hard?" 
Mustaine smirked. "Like you wouldn't believe." 
"You know it's gonna hurt a bit, don't you?" 


The redhead nodded. "Yeah, | know. | still want it." 


Grinning, Dave bent down and gave him a kiss. "In that case, you shall get" His heart flipped before sinking. "You 
know it doesn't have to end after tonight, right?" 


"Thought you had a boyfriend?" 
| do. But sometimes he and | like to switch it up a little." 
Mustaine frowned. "You don't even know if I'm a good lay yet." 


It was his turn to grin. "Trust me, I've got a feeling you will be." 


Crawling back to the end of the bed, he knelt behind Mustaine and slowly slid his hands along the other man's 
legs. The redhead trembled beneath his touches, mewling quietly as Dave's hands slipped over the globes of his 
ass, touching and stroking the panties. Moving his fingers higher, he caressed the hem of the skirt before 
settling it in the small of Mustaine's back. His heart hammered behind his ribs, his mouth drying as he 
returned his hands to the redhead's fabric clad ass. The panties looked amazing on him, defining the curves of 
his tightly honed ass. Hooking his fingers in the waistband, Dave slowly eased them down. Sliding to the end of 
the bed, he gently tugged them down Mustaine's legs before leaving them dangling from one ankle. 


Trying to keep himself in check, he leaned closer and pressed a kiss to each of the redhead's exposed cheeks. 
Mustaine's skin was soft and downy, goosepimples rising against Dave's lips. Sitting back on his heels, he 
grabbed a bottle of lube and coated his fingers in the sweet smelling gel. Carefully he pressed one into the 
other man, cooing softly as the redhead whined and tightened. 


‘Its okay," Dave mused, one hand rubbing circles in Mustaine's back. "It's okay. Just relax. Take deep breaths.’ 


Slowly, the redhead did, his breathing becoming quieter and deeper, his body beginning to relax. Taking a deep 


breath, Dave continued, finger moving back and forth, his free hand continuing to caress the other man's back. 
It took time and it took patience but finally the older man was ready. His head was pressed against the pillows, 
pigtailed hair spread over the white sheets. Wide eyes looked up at Dave, glazed with a mix of pain, curiosity, 
and excitement. Taking deep breaths, Dave kissed the small of Mustaine's back, fingers brushing over the tight 
fabric of the corset. 

"Ready?" he murmured. 

Mustaine lifted his head a little and nodded. "Yeah. I'm ready." 

Licking his dried lips, Dave sat back on his heels for a moment to catch his breath. His head swam, the 
stilettos suddenly uncomfortable. Hooking them from his feet, he grabbed the lube and coated his cock. Pulling 
up the dress, he rested it around his hips, exposing his painfully hard cock. Wrapping his hands around the 
redhead's hips, he carefully began to push himself in. Beneath him, the guitarist whimpered and tensed. 

‘Its okay," he reassured. "Really, it is. The pain won't last for long." 


Mustaine nodded, relaxing when Dave rested a hand on his back. He eased himself in as slow as he could, eyes 


falling shut as the other man's plush tightness engulfed him. 

"Fuck." Stopping, Dave let his head fall against the redhead's back. "Fuck." 

Again the guitarist mewled quietly, his back dipping ever so slightly. Dave wanted to let loose and pound into 
Mustaine, wanted to show him no mercy. Instead he waited, letting the other man's pain subside. He couldn't 
believe how submissive Mustaine was, how easily he gave into the scene they'd created. 

"Dave?" 

Lifting his head, he stared down into hazel eyes. "Yeah?" 

"Please just fuck me." 

He chuckled softly. "Oh, I'm gonna fuck you all right. Gonna pound your ass and pull your hair. 


The redhead wriggled a little. "Now." 


Who was he to refuse? Hell, he had the man the world thought couldn't be tamed on his hands and knees, 
begging to take a dick in his ass. Grabbing the older man's hips, he drew back, body slumping a little as the 


pleasure began to build again. 
"Fuck," he muttered. "Fuck, Dave." 
The older man growled. "Just do it, Grohl." 


Taking a deep breath, he began to rock, his thrusts shallow and slow. His fingers pressed into the soft flesh of 
Mustaine's hips, the redhead groaning and shuddering. 


"Deeper," he hissed, hands curling into the bed. "Harder. Fuckin’ give it to me." 

Closing his eyes, Dave began to move, his thighs burning as he pushed himself in deeper. Mustaine howled as 
he hit the sweet spot deep inside of the redhead, his body rearing up. Grabbing hold of one of the pigtails, 
Dave pulled, forcing Mustaine's head to one side. The guitarist glared up at him, lips peeled back in a snarl. It 
was an expression which only drove Dave crazy as Mustaine's eyes burning with lust. 

Keeping hold of Mustaine's hair, Dave yanked, the redhead murmuring in pain as his back dipped. The change in 
the older man's body pushed Dave on, pushing him to the point of no return. Wriggling on to his feet, he 
braced himself, hands returning to the older man's hips as he crouched behind him. 

"Really gonna give it to you now," he hissed. 

"Do it," Mustaine snarled. "Do your fuckin! worst.” 


Dave sniggered. “Trust me, my worst is my best" 


Bracing himself, he began to thrust again, Mustaine tightening around him with each thrust. Both men grunted 
and groaned, the redhead writhing every time Dave hit his prostate. 


"Fuck! Dave! Fuck!" the redhead screamed, hands clawing at the bed "Fuckin’ do it. Fuckin! make me come, bitch!" 
That was all the singer needed to hear and he swung his hand at Mustaine's ass. The guitarist yowled and 
bucked, a hand print appearing on his gorgeous ass. Again, he smacked the redhead, and again he got the same 
reaction, Mustaine hissing and shifting, hands clawing at the bed. 

"Call me "bitch" again and I'll make sure you can't fuckin’ sit for a week," he hissed. 

"Just fuck me, bitch!" 

Pulling Mustaine's hair to balance himself, he used his free hand to thrash the older man to within an inch of 


his life, his ass turning bright red beneath his onslaught. Amidst it, Mustaine howled and begged, screaming at 
him to hit him harder. And Dave was only too willing to please him. 


The pleasure built, knotting in his stomach. He could feel his cock growing harder with each thrust, his vision 


becoming blurred as a veil of red fell over him. 

"Come on, slut! You gonna come for me?" Dave hissed. 

Mustaine wriggled beneath him, one hand sliding under his body. 

"That's it. Come all over the bed and your skirt. Come nice and fuckin’ hard" 

He could feel the redhead stroking himself, his body stiffening. With a final slap to the guitarists ass, Dave 
thrust as hard as he could, fingernails scrapping along Mustaine's thighs. His body shook as he came, voice 


pitching to a howl as his seed flooded the older man. 


Shaking, he collapsed to the bed and took in deep, shuddering breaths. It had been a long time since he'd had 
anything like that. 


Finally, he lifted his head, the French braid mostly ruined. "You okay?" 

The redhead had slumped to the sheets, head buried in the pillows. Dave got a muffled, "Yeah." 

"Sure?" 

"Yeah." 

Sliding to the floor, he caught himself against the wall, his fingers plucking the dress from his body. Stumbling 
back towards the bedhead, Dave fell next to Mustaine. The older man turned his head, weary but fulfilled eyes 
gazing at him. Smiling, he leaned down and gave the redhead a kiss. 

"Thanks." 


Mustaine grinned. "No, thank you Gonna come to bed?" 


He nodded and slipped between the sheets. The redhead tossed an arm over his waist and snuggled closer, the 
smirk pulling at his lips. 


"Gonna suck your thumb again?" 


Snickering, Dave grinned and, curling his forefinger around his nose, slid his thumb back into his mouth. 


